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An  EPISTLE  to  Mrs.  CLIVE. 

Madam, 

If  Addreffes  of  this  Nature  (notwithftanding  fhebafe 
Purpofes  to  which  they  have  been  perverted)  were 
originally  intended  to  exprefs  the  Gratitude  of  the  Au¬ 
thor  for  lome  Favour  receiv’d,  or  to  celebrate  the  Merit 
of  fome  particular  Friend  :  I  think  you  have  a  very  juft 
Title  to  this. 

Dedications,  and  indeed  moft  Panegy ricks,  have 
been  generally  confined  to  Perfons  in  high  Life  ;  not 
that  good  Qualities  are  fo ;  but  as  the  Praifie  which  moft 
Authors  beftow  comes  not  from  the  Heart,  nor  is  the 
Effed  of  their  Gratitude  for  paft  Favours,  but  of  their 
Neceffity  of  future,  it  is  not  fo  much  their  Bufinefs  to 
inquire  who  beft  deferves  Praife,  as  who  can  beft  pay 
for  it.  And  thus  we  often  fee  an  Epiftle  crammed  with 
fuch  grpfs,  falfe,  and  abfurd  Flattery,  as  the  Poet 
ought  to  be  alham’d  of  writing,  and  the  Patron  of  ac¬ 
cepting. 

But  while  I  hold  the  Pen,  it  will  be  a  Maxim  with 
me,  that  Vice  can  never  be  too  great  to  be  lafhed,  nor 
Virtue  too  obfcure  to  be  commended  ;  in  other  Words, 
that  Satire  can  never  rife  too  high,  nor  Panegyrick  ftoop 
too  low. 

It  is  your  Misfortune  to  bring  the  greateft  Genius  for 
a<3ing  on  the  Stage,  at  a  Time  when  the  Fadions  and 
Divifions .  among  the  Players  have  confpired  with  the 
Folly,  Injuftice,  and  Barbarity  of  the  Town,  to  finilh 
the  Ruin  of  the  Stage,  and  facrifice  our  own  native  En¬ 
tertainments  to  a  wanton  affeded  Fondnefs  of  foreign 
Mufick;  and  when  our  Nobility  feem  eagerly  to  rival 
each  other,  in  diftinguilhing  themfelves  in  favour  of 
Italian  Theatres,  and  in  Negled  of  our  own. 

However,  the  few  who  have  yet  fo  much  Englijh  Tafte 
and  Good-nature  left,  as  fometimes  to  vifit  that  Stage, 
where  you  exert  your  great  Abilities,  never  fail  to  receive 
you  with  the  Approbation  you  deferve ;  nay,  you  extort, 
by  the  Force  of  your  Merit,  the  Applaufe  of  thofe  who 
arc  Ianguilhing  for  the  Return  of  Cuzzoni . 

And  here  I  cannot  help  refieding  with  fome  Pleafure, 
tfut  the  Town,  that  Part  of  it,  at  leaft,  which  is  not 
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epistle. 

quite  Italianized,  have  one  obligation  to  me,  who  made 
the  firft  Difcovery  of  your  great  Capacity,  and  brought 
you  earlier  forward  on  the  Theatre,  than  the  Ignorance 
of  fome  and  the  Envy  of  others  would  have  othervvife 
permitted  I  lhall  not  here  dwell  on  any  thing  lo  well 
known  as  your  theatrical  Merit,  which  one  of  the  fined; 
judges  and  the  greateft  Man  of  his  Age  hath  acknow¬ 
ledged  to  exceed  in  Humour  that  of  any  of  your  Prede- 
cefi'ors  in  his  Time. 

But  as  great  a  Favourite  as  you  at  prefent  are  with  the 
Audience,  you  would  be  much  more  fo,  were  they  ac¬ 
quainted  with  your  private  Character  ;  cou’d  they  fee 
vou  laying  out  "great  Part  of  the  Profits,  which  arife  to 
you  from  entertaining  them  fo  well,  in  the  Support  of 
an  aged  Father  ;  did  they  fee  you,  who  can  charm  them 
on  the  Stage  with  perfonating  the  foolifh  and  vicious 
Characters  of  your  Sex,  aCting  in  real  Life  the  Part  of 
the  belt  Wife,  the  beft  Daughter,  the  beft  Sifter,  and 
the  beft  Friend. 

The  Part  vou  have  maintained  in  the  prefent  Difpute 
between  the  Players  and  the  Patentees,  is  fo  full  of  Ho¬ 
nour,  that  had  it  been  in  higher  Life,  it  would  have 
given  you  the  Reputation  of  the  greatefl  Heroine  of  the 
Age.  You  look’d  on  the  Cafes  of  Mr.  Highmore  and  Mrs. 
Wilks  with  Compaflion,  nor  could  any  Promifes  or 
Views  of  Intereft  fway  you  to  defert  them  ;  nor  have 
you  fcrupled  any  Fatigue  (particularly  the  Part  which  at 
fo  fhort  a  Warning  you  undertook  in  this  Farce  to  fup- 
port  the  Caufe  of  thofe  whom  you  imagin’d  injur’d  and 
diftrefs’d  ;  and  for  this  you  have  been  fo  far  from  en¬ 
deavouring  to  exaft  an  exorbitant  Reward  from  Perfons 
little  able  to  afford  it,  that  I  have  known  you  offer  to 
aft  for  nothing  rather  than  the  Patentees  fhould  be  in¬ 
jur’d  by  die  Difmiffion  of  the  Audience. 

In  fhort,  if  Honour,  Ggod-nature,  Gratitude,  and 
good  Senfe,  join'd  with  the  molt  entertaining  Humour, 
wherever  they  are  found,  are  Titles  to  pubbck  Efleein, 
I  think  you  may  be  fure  of  it ;  at  lead,  I  am  lure  they 
will  always  recommend  you  to  the  fmeere  Friendfhip  of. 
Madam,  1  our  mcjl  obliged  humble  Servant, 

H  E  N  R  Y  F  I  E  LDIN  G. 


To  Mr.  FIELDING, 

Occafioned  by  the  Revival  of 

The  AUTHOR’S  FARCE. 

/ 

Sent  to  the  Author  by  an  unknown  Hand. 

J/Jf  H  I L  E  Wit,  like  Perfection  reigns ,  and  all 
MuJ?  in  the  furious  Inquijttion fall , 

Untry' d,  unheard:  While  guilt lefs  Crouds  expire y 
Martyrs  to  Spleen  !  in  each  poetick  Fire  ; 

Nor  Characters,  nor  Worth,  nor  Sex,  nor  Age , 

Nor  [acred  Majejly  efcapes  her  Rage  ; 

Againfi  Example  who  Jhall  dare  commend  ? 

Avow  Good-nature,  or  confefs  the  Friend  ! 

Hard  is  the  Tajk,  in  fuch  a  Soil,  to  raife 
From  her  Decay  the  long-lof  Art  of  P raife. 

Where  the  frarp  7  hijlle  [rings  F  implant  the  Corn , 

Or  graft  the  Rofe  upon  the  Jpiny  Thorn. 

Willing,  yet  weak,  and fearfid  of  the  Fight, 

In  vain  1  mourn  th '  Abufe  I  cannot  right  ! 

let  this  remains - with  chearful  Warmth  to  pay 

To  real  Worth  his  tributary  Lay. 

Accept  then ,  Fielding  !  from  a  Heart  fine  ere, 

A  Gift  commended  by  its  being  rare , 

Unfeign'd  Applaufe  !  by  no  mean  Motive  [way d. 

Nor  yet  to  thee,  but  to  ihy  Merit  paid. 

i 

Long  have  I fecn ,  with  Sorrow  and  Surprife, 

Un help'd,  unheeded,  thy  frong  Genius  rife , 

To  form  our  Manners ,  and  amend  our  Laws, 

And  aid,  with  artful  Hand,  the  publick  Caufe, 

When  modern  Crimes,  to  elder  T imes  unknown. 

With  worfe  than  Sodomh  Guilt  pollute  this  Town , 

Ty'd  to  old  Rules,  though  Weihninfter  mujl  aid. 

The  Shame  and  Scandal  of  the  nuptial  Bed. 


<Th  equitable  Mufi  afferts  her  Claim 
To  mark  the  Monfier  with  eternal  Shame, 

The  Brute  aft  ears,  in  thy  more  juft  Decree , 

Triumphant  only  in  hu  Injam) .  , 

But  fee  !  the  Politician  mounts  the  Stage , 

The  Bane  and  Weaknefs  of  our  Clime  and  Age  f 
Wpj0  (-{in  unmo'V  d  toehold  th  injtruSiive  Scene  d 
Indulge  his  Laughter  ?  or  contain  his  Spleen  ? 

When  he  rtf  efts  that  fuch  grave  Heads  fo  late 
Cent  r  Quid  our  Senate ,  and  inf  am  d  our  State. 

O  !  had  the  Mufe  a  due  Attention  found. 

Her  Flights  encourag'd,  and  her  labours  crown'd  j 
Each  bufy  Knave  had  felt  her  vengeful  Hand, 

And  Lauohter  branded  whom  the  Laws  fhould  brand  ! 

In  main  we  wijh  ! - and  the  compliant  Bard 

The  public  k  Tafe  muf  fway,  that  muf  reward  ; 

Te  that  conforming ,  he  muf  fll  the  Scene, 

With  Puppets,  Players,  Henley,  Harlequin ; 

Farce,  MaJ'que ,  and  Opera ,  Grubftrcet  and  the  Court, 
Link'd  of  Nonfenfe  muf  club  to  make  us  Sport. 

Yet  here,  even  here  what  Serfe  !  with  how  much  Art , 
He  courts  the  Head,  fince  we  deny  the  Heart ; 

Mark,  in  his  Mirth  how  innocent  he  plays  ! 

And  while  he  mimes  the  Mimick,  hurts  not  Bays - — 

T  hough  much  provok'd ,  no  bafe  Ill-nature  fains , 

With  murd'rous  dye,  his  unpolluted f  rains. 

Proceed,  even  thus  proceed,  blefs'd  Youth  !  to  charm , 
Divert  our  Heats,  and  civil  Rage  difarm. 

Till  Fortune,  once  not  blind  to  Merit,  fmile 
On  thy  defert ,  and  recompenfe  thy  toil ; 

Or  Walpole,  fudious  fill  o/' Britain  V  Fa?ne, 

Protehi  thy  Labours ,  and  jreferibe  the  Theme , 

On  which,  in  Eafe  and  Affluence ,  thou  may' ft  raife 
More  noble  Trophies  to  thy  Conntry's  P raife . 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE 

Upon  the  Revival  of 

The  AUTHOR’S  FARCE. 

* 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  CLIVE. 

A*  when  fame  ancient  hofpitable  Seat , 

Where  P  lenty  oft  has  giv'n  the  jovial  T re  at. 

Where  in  full  Bowls  each  welcome  Guefi  has  drown  d 
All  for  rowing  Thought ,  while  Mirth  and  Joy  went  round: 
Is  byfome  wanton  worthlefs  Heir  defroy'd. 

Its  once  full  Rooms  grown  a  defer  ted  Void ; 

With  Sighs,  each  Neighbour  views  the  mournful  Place  ; 
Wito  Sighs,  each  recollects  what  once  it  was . 

So  does  our  wretched  Theatre  appear ; 

For  Mirth  and  Joy  once  kept  their  Revels  here. 

Here,  the  heau-monde  in  Crouds  repair'd  each  Hay, 

Ana  -event  well-pleas  d  and  entertain' d  away. 

While  Oldfield  here  hath  charm'd  the  lif'ning  Age, 

And.  W  ilks  adorn  d,  and  Booth  hath  fil'd  the  Stage  j 
Soft  Eunuchs  warbled  in  fuccefslefs  Strain, 

And  Tumbler s  Jhew  d  their  little  Tricks  in  vain . 

Thofe  Boxes  fill  the  brighter  Circles  were. 

Triumphant  Toafs  receiv'd  their  Homage  there. 

But  now ,  alas  !  how  alter'd  is  our  Cafe  ! 

1  view  with  Tears  this  poor  deferted  Place, 

None  to  our  Boxes  now  in  Pity  fray. 

But  I  oets  free  o  th  Houfe,  and  Beaux  who  never  pay . 

No  longer  now  we  fee  our  crouded  Door 
Send  t toe  late  Comer  back  again  at  Four. 

At  Seven  now  into  our  empty  Pit 
Drops  from  his  Counter  fame  old  prudent  Cit, 
contented  with  Twelve -pennyworth  of  JNit. 

Our  Author  of  a  generous  Soulpofef'd, 
fiat,:  kindly  aim'd  to  fuccour  the  Difrefsd 

To 


prologue. 

To-night  what  he  fall  in  our  bCaufe 
Already  hath  been  blefi  with  your  Jpplaufe. 

Tet  this ,  his  Mufe  maturer  hath  revis'd, 

And  added  more  ' to  that ,  which  once  fo  much  you  priz'd. 

We  fue,  not  jnean  to  make  a  partial  Friend , 

But  without  Prejudice  at  leaji  attend. 

If  we  are  dull ,  e'en  cenfure ,  but  we  trufl, 

Satire  can  ne'er  difpleafe you  when  'tisjujl. 

Nor  can  we  fear  a  brave ,  a  generous  Town 
Will ] obi  to  crujh  us  when  we're  ahnoji  down . 

t 

ft  ft  *  ft  *  ft  4'  *  *  ft  ************** 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  CLIVE . 

/7  Poet  fioould,  unlefs  his  Fate  he  guef, 

Write  for  each  Play  two  Epilogues  at  leaf. 

For  how  to  empty  Benches  can  we  fay. 

What  means  this  mighty  Crouding  here  To  day  ? 

Or  Jhould  the  Pit  with  Flattery  be  cramm'd , 

How  can  we  fpeak  it,  when  the  Play  is  damn'd ; 

Damn d,  did  I jay  ? - He  furely  need  not  fear  it. 

His  Play  is  Jafe - when  none  will  come  to  hear  it. 

Englifh  is  novo  below  this  learned  Tow-n, 

None  but  Italian  Warblers  will  go  dov:n . 

Though  Courts  were  more  polite,  the  Englifh  Ditty 
Could  heretofore  at  leaf  content  the  City : 

That ,  for  Italian  now,  has  let  us  drop. 

And  Dimi  Cara  rings  through  ev'ry  Shop. 

What  glorious  Thoughts  mtf  all  our  Neighbours  nourijh. 

Of  us,  where  Rival  Operas  can  fourijh . 

Let  France  win  all  our  Towns,  we  need  not  fear . 

But  Italy  will  fend  her  Singers  here',  L 

We  casino t  buy  'em  at  a  Price  too  dear.  J 


Let 
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EPILOGUE. 

Let  us  receive  them  to  our  peaceful  Shore y 
While  in  their  own  the  angry  Cannons  roar  : 

Were  they  may  Jing  in  Safety ,  we  reward  'em. 

Here  no  Vifconti  threatens  to  bombard  'em* 

Orpheus  drew  Stones  with  his  inchanting  Song, 
hefe  can  do  more,  they  draw  our  Gold  along. 

“  —But  though  our  angry  Poets  rail  in  fpite , 
Ladies,  I  own,  I  think  your  judgments  right. 
Satire,  perhaps,  may  wound Jome  pretty  L king, 
Thofe  foft  Italian  Warblers  have  no  Sting. 

‘Though  your  foft  Hearts  the  tuneful  Charm  may  win, 
You  re  fill fecure  to  fnd  no  Harm  within. 

IP  ifely  frojn  thofe  rude  Places  you  abfain, 

Where  Satire  gives  the  wounded  Hearer  Pain. 

7'i  is  hard  to  pay  them  who  our  Faults  reveal. 

As  Boys  are  forc'd  to  buy  the  Rods  they  peel. 

No,  let  "'em  f  nerve,  who  dare  to  la/h  the  Ae, 

And,  as  you've  left  the  Pulpit,  leave  the  Stage, 
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]>ramat;' 


dramatis  persona 


M 

I 

Goodall, 

Valentine, 

Lord  Pride, 

Lord  Puff, 

Colonel  Bluff, 

Oldcaftle, 

Rakeit, 

Marquis, 

Slap, 

Trick, 

Security, 


w  o 

Mrs.  Highman, 
Charlotte, 

Lettice, 


E  N. 

Mr.  Jones. 

Mr.  Stoppelaer. 

Mr.  Hevefon. 

Mr.  Charles  Jones. 

Mr.  Mechlin . 

Mr.  Norris. 

Mr.  Mullart. 
Madamoifelle  Grcgnei . 
Mr.  Top  ham. 

Mr.  Hallam . 

Mr.  Giles. 


M  E  N. 

Mrs.  Mullart. 
Mrs.  Atherton , 
Mrs.  Clive. 


Ladies ,  Cenjlahle,  Servants,  See. 
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THE 


Intriguing  Chambermaid. 

ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 
SCENE,  Covent-Garden. 

Mrs.  H  I  G  H  M  A  N,  L  E  T  T  I  C  E. 

Mrs.  Hichman. 

H!  Mrs.  Lettice;  is  it  you?  I  am  ex¬ 
tremely  glad  to  fee  you ;  you  are  the 
very  Perfon  I  would  meet. 

Let.  I  am  much  at  your  Service, 

Madam.  T . 

Mrs.  High.  Oh!  Madam ;  I  know  very 

well  that;  and  at  every  one’s  Service,  I  dare  fwear,  t  at 
will  pay  you  for  it :  But  all  the  Service,  Madam,  that  1 

have  for  you,  is  to  carry  a  Meffage  to  your  Mafter-I 

defire,  Madam,  that  you  would  tell  him  fiom >«,  ■ 

h  -  is  a  very  great  Villain,  and  that  I  intreat  him  never 
more  to  c7mSe  near  my  Doors,  for  if  I  find  him  within 
’em,  I  will  turn  my  Neice  out  of  them. 

B  2 


Lett. 


12  The  Intriguing  Chambermaid. 

Lett.  Truly,  Madam,  you  may  fend  this  by  another 
Meflenger ;  but,  pray,  what  has  my  Mailer  done,  to 
deferve  it  Ihould  be  lent  at  all  ? 

Mrs.  High.  He  has  done  nothing  yet,  I  believe ;  I 
thank  Heaven,  and  my  own  Prudence ;  but  I  know 
what  he  would  do. 

Lett.  He  would  do  nothing  but  what  becomes  a  Gen¬ 
tleman,  I  am  confident. 

Mrs.  High.  Oh!  I  dare  fvvear.  Madam,  debauching 
a  young  Lady,  is  a&ing  like  a  very  fine  Gentleman  ; 
but  I  lhall  keep  my  Neice  out  of  the  Hands  of  fuch  fine* 
Gentlemen. 

Lett.  Yon  wrong  my  Mailer,  Madam,  cruelly;  I 
know  his  Defigns  on  your  Neice  are  honourable. 

Mrs.  High.  You  know  ! 

Lett.  Yes,  Madam,  no  one  knows  my  Maker’s  Heart 
better  than  I  do  :  I  am  lure,  were  his  Defigns  otherwiie, 

I  would  not  be  acceflary  to  ’em  ;  I  love  your  Neice  too 
much,  Madam,  to  carry  on  an  Amour*  in  which  {he 
Ihou’d  be  a  Lofer  :  But  as  1  know  that  my  Mailer  is 
heartily  in  Love  with  her,  and  that  Ihe  is  heartily  in 
Love  with  my  Mailer;  and  as  I  am  certain  they  will 
be  a  very  happy  Couple,  1  will  not  leave  one  Stone 
unturn’d,  to  bring  them  together. 

Mrs.  High.  Rare  Impudence  !  HufiV,  I  have  another 
Match  lor  her,  Ihe  lhall  marry  Mr.  Oldcajlle. 

Lett  Oh  then  !  I  find  it  is  you  that  have  a  dilho- 
nourable  Defign  on  your  Neice. 

Mrs.  High.  How,  Saucinefs ! 

.  Yes>  Madam,  marrying  a  young  Lady,  who 

jsm.ovewith  a  young  Fellow,  loan  old  one  whom 

;;;eaAates' ls*e  f“reft  ,Way to  b™g  about  i  know  what, 
mat  can  polfibly  be  taken. 

A  I  tv  I.  Soldier  Laddy. 

jfihsn  a  VfVn  in  L°™  with  a  brijh  jolly  Lad, \ 
icu  match  to  a  Spark  more  ft  for  her  Dad , 

I  ts  as  jure  and  as  fare,  and  ftcure  as  a  Gun, 

,  toe  young  Lover  s  Bufmefs  is  happily  done  : 
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xbe  Intriguing  Chambermaid.  i  j 

1  ho  7 1  fee  ms  to  her  Arms  he  takes  the  wrong  Rout, 

7'et  my  Life  for  a  Farthing, 

Furfuing 
His  Wooing , 

The  young  Fellow  finds,  tho'  he  go  roundabout , 

It's  only  to  come 
The  nearefit  Way  Home. 

.  Mrs-  mgb.  I  can  bear  this  no  longer.  I  would  ad- 
vife  you.  Madam,  and  your  Mailer  both,  to  keep  from 
my  Houfe,  or  I  fhall  takeMeafures  you  won’t  like  FFx 
Leu.  I  defy  you  !  we  have  the  flrongefl  Party /and 
1  warrant  we  11  get  the  better  of  you.  But  here  comes 
the  young  Lady  herfelf. 

SCENE  II. 

Lettice,  Charlotte. 


Chari.  So,  Mrs.  Lettice! 

Lett.  ’Tis  Pity  you  had  not  come  a  little  fooner, 
Madam  ;  your  good  Aunt  is  but  jull  gone,  and  has  left 
poutive  Orders  that  you  Ihould  make  more  frequent 
V lilts  at  our  Houfe.  * 

Chari.  Indeed ! 


Lett.  Yes,  Madam;  for  Hie  has  forbid  mv  Mailer 
ever  viftting  at  yours,  and  I  know  it  will  be  impoffible 
lor  you  to  live  without  feeing  him. 

CW.  I  allure  you !  do  you  think  me  fo  fond  then  ? 

.  .  ,  *  P°  1  k/ow  y°u  are ;  you  love  nothinc  elfe, 
th.nk  of  nothing  elfe  all  Day  ;  and,  if  you  will  confefs 
the  Truth,  I  dare  lay  a  Wager  that  you  dream  of  no- 
thing  elfe  all  Night. 

Chari.  Then  to  ihew  you,  Madam,  how  well  you 

*now  Z116  tj>le  take  me - if  you  are  not  in 

the  right. 


Lett.  Ah  !  Madam,  to  a  Woman  praftis’d  in  Love 
hKe  me  there  is  no  Occafion  for  Confeffion  ;  for  my 
rart,  I  don’t  want  Words  to  affure  me  of  what  the  Eyes 
te!i  me.  Oh  !  if  the  Lovers  would  but  confult  the  Eyes 
of  their  Miftreffes,  we  ihou’d  not  have  fuch  fighing, 
languiihing,  and  defpairing  as  we  have.  A  I  R 
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AIR  II.  Bufh  of  Boon. 

If  hat  need  he  truji your  Words  precife, 

Tour  foft  Deftres  denying ; 

Whetiy  Oh!  he  reads  within  your  Eyes 
Tour  tender  Heart  complying. 

Tour  tongue  may  cheat , 

And  with  Deceit 
Tour  fofier  Wijhes  cover  ; 

But ,  Oh  !  your  Eyes 
Know  no  Difguife , 

Nor  ever  cheat  your  Lover . 

SCENE  III. 

Lettice,  Charlotte,  Valentine. 

Val.  My  dearefl  Charlotte  !  this  is  meeting  my  Wifhcs 
indeed  !  for  I  was  coming  to  wait  on  you. 

Lett.  It’s  very  lucky  that  you  do  meet  her  here,  for 
her  Houfe  is  forbidden  Ground,  you  have  feen  your  laft 
of  that,  Mrs.  Highman  fwears. 

Val.  Ha  !  not  go  where  my  dear  Charlotte  is  ?  What 
Danger  cou’d  deter  me  ?  What  Difficulty  prevent  me  ? 
Not  Cannon,  nor  Plagues,  nor  all  the  moll  frightful 
forms  of  Death,  fhould  keep  me  from  her  Arms. 

Chari.  Nay,  by  what  I  can  find,  you  are  not  to  put 
your  Valour  to  any  Proof ;  the  Danger  is  to  be  mine,  I 
am  to  be  turn’d  out  of  Doors,  if  ever  you  are  feen  in 
them  again. 

Val.  The  Apprehenfions  of  your  Danger  wou’d,  in¬ 
deed,  put  it  to  the  fevereffc  Proof:  but  why  will  my 
dearefl:  Charlotte  continue  in  the  Houfe  of  one  who 
threatens  to  turn  her  out  of  it  ?  Why  will  fire  not  know 
Another  Home,  one,  where  fhe  would  find  a  Protestor 
from  every  Kind  of  Danger  ? 

Chari.  How  can  you  pretend  to  love  me,  Valentine \ 
and  afk  me  that  in  our  prefent  defperate  Circumftances  > 

Lett , 
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Lett.'  Nay,,  nay,  don’t  accufe  him  wrongfully  :  I 
W?.t  iadeed  infill,  that  he  gives  you  any  great  Inftance 
lsr  rudence  by  it ;  but  I’ll  fwear,  it  is  a  very  ftrong 
one  of  his  Love,  and  fuch  an  Inftance,  as  when  a  Man 
has  once  fhewn,  no  Woman  of  any  Honefty,  or  Honour, 

v.raitltUde’  Can  refui*e  him  an^  lon§cr*  For  my  Part, 

“  1  had  ever  found  a  Lover  who  had  not  wicked  mer-  * 
cenary  Views  upon  my  Fortune,  I  fhould  have  married 
him,  whatever  he  had  been. 

Chari .  Thy  Fortune  ! 

Lett.  My  Fortune!  Yes,  Madam,  my  Fortune;  I 
was  worth  fifty-fix  Pounds  before  I  put  into  the  Lottery; 
what  it  will  be  now,  I  can’t  tell ;  but  you  know,  fome 
oody  mull  get  the  great  Lot,  and  why  not  I  ? 

al.  Oh,  Charlotte !  wou’d  you  had  the  fame  Senti¬ 
ments  with  me  !  for,  by  Heavens !  I  apprehend  no 

m f/wn  -Ut  t^iat  loflnS  you  •  and»  believe  me.  Love 
will  fumciently  reward  us  for  all  the  Hazards  we  run  on 
his  Account. 

AIR  III.  Fanny  blooming  Fair,  &c. 

Let  bold  Ambition  lie 

Within  the  Warrior  s  Mind  i 
Falfe  Honours  let  him  buy , 

^  With  Slaughter  of  Mankind: 

To  Crowns  a  doubtful  Right , 

Lay  thoufands  in  their  Grave  : 

While  wretched  Armies  fght 
M  Lich  Majler  Jhall  enflave. 

Love  took  my  Heart  with  Storm , 

Let  him  there  rule  alone , 
hi  Charlotte’;  charming  Formt 
Still  fitting  on  his  Throne  : 

How  will  my  Soul  rejoice , 

At  his  Commands  to  fly , 

If  fpoken  in  that  Voice , 

Or  look'd  from  that  dear  Eye  ! 
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f T o  univerfal  Svedy 

Love's  Title  is  the  left ; 

Well,  jhall  voe  him  obey , 

Who  makes  his  Subjects  bleji  ? 

If  Heaven  for  htiman  Good 
Did  Empire  firjl  defigh. 

Love  tnuf  be  underfood 
T o  rule  by  Right  Divine . 

Lett.  Hift  !  hift  !  get  you  both  about  your  Bufinefs ; 
Mr.  Oldcafle  is  juft  turn’d  the  Corner,  and  ifhelhou’d  fee 
you  together,  you  are  undone.  [Exeunt  Valentine  and 
Charlotte.]  Now  will  I  banter  this  old  Coxcomb  Se¬ 
verely  ;  for  I  think  it  is  a  moft  impertinent  thing  in  thefe 
old  Fumblers,  to  interpofe  in  young  People’s  Sport. 

SCENE  IV. 

Lettice,  Oldcaftle. 

Old.  Hem  !  hem  !  I  profefs  it  is  a  very  fevere  Eafterlv 
Wind,  and  if  it  was  not  to  fee  a  Miftrefs,  1  believe  I 
Ihould  fcarce  have  ftirred  abroad  all  Day. 

Lett.  Mr.  Oldcafle ,  your  very  humble  Servant. 

Old.  Your  humble  Servant,  Madam:  1  afle  your  Par¬ 
don,  but  I  profefs  I  have  not  the  Honour  of  knowing 
you. 

Lett.  Men  of  your  Figure,  Sir,  are  known  by  more 
than  they  are  themfelves  able  to  remember  ;  I  am  a 
a  poor  Handmaid  of  a  young  Lady  of  your  Acquaintance, 
Mifs  Charlotte  Highman . 

Old.  Oh  !  your  very  humble  Servant,  Madam.  I 
hope  your  Lady  is  well  ? 

Lett.  Hum!  fo,  fo :  She  fent  me,  Sir,  of  a  fmall 
Meftage  to  you. 

Old.  I  am  the  happieft  Man  in  the  World. 

Lett.  Fo  defire  a  particular  Favour  of  you. 

Old.  She  honours  me  with  her  Commands. 

Lett.  She  begs,  if  you  have  the  leaft  Afte&ion  for 
her,  that  fhe  may  never  fee  you  here  again.  Old, 
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Old .  What  ?  what ! 

Lett.  She  is  a  very  well  bred,  civil,  good-natured 
Lady,  and  does  not  care  to  fend  a  rude  Meilage  ;  there¬ 
fore  only  bids  me  tell  you,  (he  hates  you,  (corns  you, 
detefts  you  more  than  any  Creature  upon  the  Earth  ; 
that  if  you  are  refolved  to  marry,  (he  wou’d  recommend 
to  you  a  certain  excellent  Dry  Nurfe,  who  might  pofli- 
bly  be  brought  by  your  Money  to  do  any  thing,  but  go 
to  Bed  with  you:  and  laftly,  (he  bids  me  tell  you,  in 
this  cold  Weather,  never  go  to  Bed  without  a  good  warm 
Poffet,  and  never  to  lie  without,  at  lead,  a  Pair  of  Flan¬ 
nel  Shirts. 

Old.  Hold  your  impertinent,  faucy  Tongue  ! 

Le.t.  Nay,  Sir,  don’t  be  angry  with  me,  I  only  de¬ 
liver  my  MelTage ;  and  that  too,  in  as  civil  and  concife 
a  Manner  as  poftible. 

Old.  Your  Miftrefs  is  a  pert  young  Huffy,  and  I  (hall 
I  tell  her  Mother  of  her. 

Lett.  That  will  never  do  ;  you  had  better  truft  to  her 
1  own  Good-nature  ;  ’tis  I  am  your  Friend,  and  if  we 
can  get  over  three  little  Obftacles,  I  don’t  defpair  of 
!  marrying  you  to  her,  yet. 

Old.  W  hat  are  thofe  Obftacles  ? 

Lett.  Why,  Sir,  there  is  in  the  firft  Place,  your  great 
Age,  your  are  at  lead  fome  fixty-fix. 

Old.  It’s  a  Lye  ;  I  want  feveral — Months  of  it. 

Lett.  If  you  did  not,  I  think  we  may  get  over  this : 
©ne  Half  of  your  Fortune  makes  a  very  fuffiaent 
Amends  for  your  Age. 

Old.  We  (han’t  fall  out  about  that. 

Lett.  Well,  Sir  ;  then  there  is,  in  the  fecond  Place, 
your  terrible,  ungenteel  Air  :  T  his  is  a  grand  Obftacle 
with  her  who  is  dotingly  fond  of  every  thing  that  is  Hne 
and  foppilh  ;  and  yet  I  think  we  may  get  over  this  too, 

by  the  other  Half  of  your  Fortune - And  now  there 

remains  but  one,  which,  if  you  can  find  any  thing  to  fet: 
afide,  I  believe  I  may  promife  you,  you  (hall  have  her ; 
and  that  is.  Sir,  that  horrible  Face  of  yours,  which  it  is 
impoffible  for  any  one  to  fee  without  being  frighten’d. 
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Old.  Ye  impudent  Baggage  !  I’ll  tell  your  Miflrefs, 
I’ll  have  you  turn’d  off. 

Lett.  That  will  be  well  repaying  me  indeed,  for  all 
the  Services  I  have  done  you. 

Old.  Services  ! 

Lett.  Services !  yes.  Sir,  Services,  and  to  let  you  fee 
I  think  you  fit  fora  Hulband,  I’ll  have  you  myfelf! 
Who  can  be  more  proper  for  a  Hulband,  than  a  Man 
of  your  Age  and  Take  ?  for  I  think  you  cou’d  not  have 
the  Confcience  to  live  above  a  Year,  or  a  Year  and  Half 
at  moll:  And  I  think  a  good  plentiful  Jointure  wou’d 
make  Amends  for  one’s  enduring  you  as  long  as  that ; 
provided  we  live  in  feparate  Parts  of  the  Houfe,  and 
one  had  a  good  handfome  Groom  of  the  Chambers  to 
attend  one.  . 


AIR  IYk  Hark,  hark,  the  Cock  crows. 


When  a  Lover  like  you. 

Does  a  W iman  purjue , 

She  mujl  have  little  Wit  in  her  Brain ,  Sir  ; 
If  J  or  better  and  worfe. 

She  takes  not  the  PurJ'e , 

Alas,  with  her  Jighing  poor  Swain,  Sir  ; 
'I ho'  huggd  to  her  Wijhes, 

Amidjl  empty  Dijhes , 

Much  Hunger  her  Siomach  may  prove,  Sir  : 
But  a  Pocket  of  Gold, 

As  full  as  "twill  hold. 

Will  fill find  her  Food  for  her  Love ,  Sir. 


Old.  You  are  an  impertinent  impudent  Bagease 

anc  1  have  a  Mind  to - 1  am  out  of  Breath  with  Pal 

ion  ;  and  I  (hall  not  recover  it  this  Half  Hour.  [Exit 
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SCENE  Y. 

Lettice,  Rakeit. 

Lett,  A  very  pretty  Lover  for  a  young  Lady  indeed. 

Rak.  Your  Servant,  Mrs.  Lettice ;  what,  have  you 
and  the  great  Squire  OUcaJilehttn  entertaining  one  ano¬ 
ther  with  ? 

Lett.  With  his  Paflion  for  your  young  Miftrefs,  or 
rather  her  Paflion  for  him.  I  have  been  bantering  him 
till  he  is  in  fuch  a  Rage  that  I  actually  doubt  whether 
he  will  not  beat  her  or  no. 

Rak.  Will  you  never  leave  off  your  Frolicks  ;  fince 
we  muft  pay  for  them.  You  have  put  him  out  of  Hu¬ 
mour;  now  will  he  go  and  put  my  Lady  outjof  Humour; 
and  then  we  may  be  all  beaten  for  aught  I  know. 

Lett.  Well,  Sirrah  !  And  do  you  think  I  had  not 
rather  twenty  fuch  as  you  fliou’d  be  beaten  to  Death, 
than  my  Mafler  fhou’d  be  robb’d  of  his  Miftrefs  ? 

Rak.  Your  humble  Servant,  Madam,  you  need  not 
take  any  great  Pains  to  convince  me  of  your  Fondnefs 
for  your  Mafler.  I  believe  he  has  more  Miftrefles  than 
what  are  in  our  Houfe  :  But  hang  it,  I  am  too  polite  to 
be  jealous,  and  if  he  has  done  me  the  Favour  with 
you  :  why  perhaps,  I  may  return  it  one  Day  with  fome 
Body  elfe.  I  am  not  the  firfl  Gentleman  of  the  party  - 
colour’d  Regiment,  who  has  been  even  with  his  Mafler, 

Lett.  Not  with  fuch  Gentlemen  as  Mr.  Valentine . 
Indeed  with  your  little  pert  Skipping  Beaux,  I  don’t 
know  what  may  happen.  Such  Matters  and  their  Men 
are  often  both  in  Drefs  and  Behaviour  fo  very  like  one 
another,  that  a  Woman  may  be  innocently  falfe,  and 
miftake  the  one  for  the  other.  Nay,  1  don’t  know 
whether  fuch  a  Change  as  you  mention  may  not  be 
fometimes  for  the  better. 
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% 

AIR  V.  As  down  in  a  Meadow,  &V. 

See  John  and  his  Maficr  as  together  they  pafis. 

Or  Jee  them  admiring  themf elves  in  the  Glafis  : 

Each  cocks  fierce  his  Hat ,  each  firuts  and  locks  big. 
Both  have  Lace  on  their  Coat,  and  a  Bag  to  their  Wig. 
Both  fiwear ,  and  both  rattle,  both  game,  and  both  drink  i 
When  neither  can  'write,  or  can  read,  or  e'er  think , 
Say  then  where  the  Difference  lies  if  you  can, 
faith!  Widows  you' d  give  it  on  the  Side  of  the  Man . 

Rak.  But  my  dear  Lettice,  I  do  not  approve  this 
Match  in  our  Families. 

Lett,  Why  fo  ? 

Rak.  You  know  how  defperate  his  Circumftances  are, 
and  Ihe  has  no  Fortune. 

Lett.  She  hath  indeed  no  Fortune  of  her  own ;  but 
her  Aunt  Highman  is  very  rich. 

Rak.  She  will  be  little  the  better  for’t. 

Lett.  Then  there’s  the  Chance  of  both  her  Brothers 
Deaths ;  befides  an  Uncle  in  York/hire,  who  hath  but 
five  Children  only,  one  of  which  hath  never  had  the 
Small-Pox  :  nay,  there  are  not  above  fixteen  or  feven- 
teen  between  her  and  an  Irijh  Barony. 

Rak.  Ay,  this  Lady  wou'd  make  a  fine  Fortune,  af¬ 
ter  two  or  three  good  Plagues.  In  Ihort,  I  find  there  is 
but  little  Hopes  on  our  Side,  and  if  there  be  no  more 
on  yours - 

Lett.  *  Oh,  yes,  there  are  Hopes  enough  on  ours. 
There  is  Hopes  of  my  young  Mailer’s  growing  better, 
for  I  am  fure  there  is  no  Poffibility  of  his  growing 
worfe.  Hopes  of  my  old  Mailer’s  Haying  abroad. 
Hopes  of  his  being  drown’d  if  he  attempts  coming 

Home.  Hopes  of  the  Stars  falling. - 

Dear  Mrs.  Lettice,  do  not  jell  with  fuch  ferious 
1  kings,  as  Hunger  and  Thirll.  Do  you  ferioufly  think 
that  all  your  Mailer’s  Entertainments  are  at  an  End  ? 

Lett.  So  far  from  it,  that  he  is  this  Day  to  give  a 
grand  Entertainment  to  your  Miftrefs,  and  about  a  Do- 
teen  more  Gentlemen  and  Ladies.,  }?ak 
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.  My  Chops  begin  to  water.  I  find  your  Matter 
is  a  very  honeft  Fellow,  and  it  is  impoflible  may  hold 
out  two  or  three  Weeks  longer. 

Utt.  You  are  mittaken,  Sir,  there  will  be  no  Danger 
©i  his  giving  any  more  Entertainments }  for  there  is  a 
cei  tain  Gentleman  call’d  an  Upholtterer,  who,  the  mo¬ 
ment  that  the  Company  is  gone,  is  to  make  his  En- 
rance :  into  the  Houfe,  and  carry  every  thing  out  on’t. 

Tjfr  A  vc.ry  g°od  Way>  Faith,  of  furnifhing  a 
Fioufe  to  receive  a  Wife  in  ;  your  Matter  has  fet  nfe  a 

very  good  Pattern  again!!  you  and  I  marry,  Mrs. 
Let  nee.  J 


Lett.  Sauce-box  f  Do  you  think  I’ll  have  you  ? 

Rak.  Unlefs  l  can  provide  better  for  myfelf. 

Lett  Well,  that  I  am  fond  of  thee  I  am  certain,  and 
what  I  am  fond  of  I  can’t  imagine  ;  unlefs  it  be  thy  in¬ 
vincible  Impudence.  7 

Rak  Why,  Faith,  I  think  I  have  the  Impudence  of 
a  Gentleman,  and  there  is  nothing  better  to  fuceeed 
with  the  Ladies. 


AIR  VI. 


Lett. 

Rak. 
:  Lett. 


th  hen  Modefiy  fues  for  a  Favour, 

Wbat  answers  the  politick  Lafs  ? 

J  oat  foe  mightily  likes  his  Behaviour , 

Jnd  thinks  in  her  Heart  he's  an  Afs ; 

And  thinks  in  her  Heart  he's  an  Afs . 

But  when  holder  Impudence  rujkes , 

And  manfully  feiz,es  her  charms  ? 

Lard  !  you're  rude  Sir  foe  cries ,  then  foe  blufoes , 
And  folds  the  brifo  Youth  in  her  Anns , 

And  folds,  &c.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 


Valentine,  Trick. 


« 

VU,  you  fay  I  ewe  you  jool.  Principal  and  In. 

fcreft  Trick , 
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Trick.  Yes,  Sir,  you  will  pleafe  to  call  it  up  yourfelf* 
and  I  believe  our  Accounts  will  correfpond. 

Val.  I’ll  take  your  Word  for  it,  Sir ;  and  if  you  pleafe 
to  let  me  have  500  more,  I  fhall  owe  you  1000. 

Trick.  Sir,  the  Money  was  none  of  my  own,  I  had  it 
from  another ;  and  it  mull  be  paid.  Sir,  he  hath  called 
it  in. 

Val.  He  may  call  as  long  as  he  pleafes ;  but  till  I 
call  it  in,  it  will  fignify  not  much,  Sir.  I  have  thought 
of  an  Expedient,  if  the  Money  you  lent  me  was  ano¬ 
ther’s,  and  he  be  impatient  for  it ;  you  may  pay  him 
off:  Lay  me  down  the  other  500,  and  take  the  whole 
Debt  upon  yourfelf. 

Trick.  I  am  quite  out  of  Calh,  Sir,  or  you  know  you 
might  command  me  ;  and  therefore  I  hope  you  will  not 
put  off  the  Payment  any  longer. 

Val.  I  am  extremely  bufy  to  Day,  and  beg  you  would 
call  another  Time. 

Trick.  I  have  called  fo  often  that  I  am  quite  weary  of 
calling ;  and  if  I  am  not  paid  within  thefe  three  Days, 

I  fhall  fend  a  Lawyer  for  my  Money - and  fo  your 

Servant.  Exit. 


SCENE  VII. 

Valentine,  Trudy. 

Val.  So,  honed  Trufty,  what  Succefs  ? 

Trnjly.  I  went  to  the  Jeweller’s  with  the  Ring  which 
your  Honour  told  me  cod  an  hundred  Pounds,  but  he 
Tefus’d  to  give  me  any  more  than  fifty  for  it,  fo  I  e’en 
took  that. 

Val.  Very  well  ! 

Trvjly.  As  for  the  old  Silver  Bowl  which  your  Father 
valu’d  at  fourfeore  Pounds,  Mr.  Whiting  laid,  there 
tvas  fo  much  reckon’d  for  the  Fafhion  ;  and  that  it  was 
fo  old  and  ungenteel,  that  he  offer'd  me  but  twenty  : 
But  I  knew  your  Honour  wanted  Money,  and  fo  I 
took  it. 

Val.  Very  well,  Trvjly. 
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Tr«/?y.  The  Gold  repeating  Watch  I  carried  to  the 
Maker,  and  told  him  he  had  received  fifty  odd  Guineas 
or  it,  two  Years  ago  ;  but  he  faid  it  was  much  the  worfe 
tor  wearing  ;  and  that  the  Nobility  and  Gentry  run  fo 

?UiC^i?t0  flnch^ck  that  he  had  not  difpos’dof  two 
Goid  Watches  this  Month.  However,  he  faid  he  would 
give  Half;  and  I  thought  that  better  than  nothing,  fo 
I  let  him  have  it.  6 


Val.  Very  well. 

Trijly.  But  this  was  nothing  to  that  Rogue  in  Man- 
moutb-jlreet ,  who  offered  me  but  1 6 1.  for  the  two  Suits  of 
rme  Clothes,  that  I  dare  fwear  flood  your  Honour  in 
above  iool.  I  flew  into  a  great  Paffion  with  him,  and 
nave  brought  them  back  again. 

Val.  You  fhou’d  have  taken  the  Money. 

Trujly.  One  Piece  of  ftarprifing  good  Fortune  was  the 
faying  of  your  Medals,  which  as  I  was  juft  goin<r  to 
difpoie  of,  a  Gentleman  whifper’d  in  my  Ear,  that  a 
certain  Knight  that  wou’d  be  in  Town  in  a  Fortnight 
wou’d  give  fix  Times  as  much  for  them.  a  * 


Val.  A  Fortnight!  what  of  a  Fortnight!  a  Fortnight’s 
an  Age.  I  wou’d  not  give  a  Shilling  for  the  Reversion 
of  an  Eftate  fo  iong  to  come.  Here  give  me  what  Mo¬ 
ney  you  have  brought,  and  go  and  difpofe  of  the  reft 
immediately. 

Trujly.  But,  Sir,  I  wifh  your  Honour  would  confi- 
der  :  for  my  Part  I  dread  my  old  Mailer’s  coming 
Home,  and  yet  if  he  does  not,  what  you  will  do  any 
longer.  Heaven  knows.  7 

Val.  Don’t  trouble  thyfelf  about  that ;  but  go  execute 
my  Commands.  [£«/Trufty. 


AIR  VII.  Excufe  me. 

Let  Pilfers ,  <u:itb  Sorrow  To-day. 
Lay  up  for  To-morrow's  arra\y 
Like  Tantalus  thirjly ,  who  craves s 
Drink  up  to  his  Chin  in  the  Waves. 
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But  Fortune ,  like  Women y  To-day  may  be  kind \ 

And  yield  to  \  Our  Mind , 

T ? -morrow  jl  e  goes , 

And  on  ethers  befonxs 
The  Blefling. 

The  Lover  vcho yields  to  the  Fair  one’s  Delays , 

Oft  lofes  the  Day, 

Then  fly  to  her  Arms, 

For  <we  are  jure 
Of  her  Charms 
When  poj] effing. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Servant. 

Sew.  Sir,  a  Gentleman  in  Mourning  defires  to  feeyoGv 

Val.  Shew  him  in.  [ Exit  Servant.]  Wou’d  my 
dear  Charlotte  were  here. 

SCENE  IX. 

Valentine,  Slap. 

Val.  Your  molt  obedient  Servant,  Sir ;  I  have  not 
the  Honour  of  knowing  you,  Sir. 

Slap.  I  believe  you  do  not,  Sir  ;  I  alk  Pardon,  but  I 
have  a  fmall  Writ  againft  you. 

Val.  A  Writ  againft  me. 

Slap.  Don’t  be  uneafy,  Sir ;  it  is  only  for  a  Trifle* 
Sir  ;  about  200 1. 

Val.  What  muft  I  do.  Sir ! 

Slap.  Oh,  Sir  !  whatever  you  pleafe,  only  pay  the 
Money,  or  give  Bail,  which  you  pleafe. 

Val.  I  can  do  neither  of  them  this  Inftant,  and  I  ex¬ 
pert  Company  every  Moment.  I  fuppofe.  Sir,  you’ll 
take  my  Word  till  To-morrow  Morning  ? 

Slap.  Oh,  yes,  Sir;  with  all  my  Heart.  If  you  will 
be  fo  good  as  to  Hep  to  my  Houfe  hard  by,  you  fhall 
be  extremely  well  us’d,  and  I’ll  take  your  Word. 

Val 
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Val.  Your  Houfe  !  ’Sdeath  you  Rafcal ! 

Slap.  Nay,  Sir,  ’tis  in  vain  to  bully. 

V II.  Nay,  then  !• — who’s  there — my  Servants.  [En¬ 
ter  Servants.]  Here  kick  this  Fellow  down  Stairs. 

#  Slap-  This  is  a  Refcue,  remember  that - a  Refcue, 

Sir,  I’ll  have  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice’s  Warrant. 

[Slap  is  forc'd  off  by  the  Servants, 

SCENE  X. 

Valentine,  Charlotte. 

Chari.  Oh  Valentine !  What’s  the  Matter  ?  I  am 
frighten’d  to  Death.  Swords  drawn  !  Oh  my  Heart ! 
you  are  not  hurt  ? 

Val.  By  none  but  you,  my  Love;  I  have  no  Wounds 
but  thofe  you  can  cure. 

Chari.  Heaven  be  prais’d  !  But  what  was  the  Occa- 
fion  of  this  Buftle  ? 

Val.  Nothing,  my  Dear,  but  a  Couple  of  Fencing- 
Mahers — I  happen’d  to  turn  about,  and  one  of  them  cut 
me  on  the  Back,  that’s  all. 

Chari.  You  fee  the  Dangers  I  run  on  your  Account, 
fliou’d  my  Aunt  know  of  my  being  here,  I  fhall  be  un¬ 
done  for  ever.  Nay,  and  what  the  reft  of  the  Company 
will  think  when  they  fee  me  here  before  them,  I  dread 
to  imagine. 

Val.  You  know  you  have  it  in  your  Powrer  to  filence 
:  the  Tongues  of  the  World  whenever  you  pleafe  :  And 
■  Oh  Charlotte !  I  wifti  you  would  this  Day  confent  to 
make  this  Houfe  your  reputable  Home. 

Chari.  Prefs  me  not,  V alentine :  for  whatever  be  the 
Confequence,  if  you  fnouid,  I  feel,  I  cannot  deny 
you. 
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A  j  r  VIII.  Spring’s  a  coming. 

Virgins  ovary 
IVoud  nier  ?nif carry, 

Jf  Looters  won'  d  take  a  Denial  or  two  . 

If  be  purf ues  her  fill, 

Can  Jhe  ref  life  him  fill. 

What  Jhe  her/elf  hath  a  Mind  to  do  ? 

Val  T urtles ,  tho'  with  each  other  they  die , 

Shall  be  lefs  confant  and  fond  than  I: 

For  April 'sfoft  Showers , 

Nor  JuneV  fweet  Flowers, 

In  Softnefs  and  Sweet nefs  with  thee  can  vie. 
Chari.  Turtles ,  tho'  Sec. 

Chari.  Cou’d  I  be  allur’d  of  your  Conltancy  ;  coil’d 
I  find  you  always  fond  and  endearing  as  now  ;  believe 
me  it  wou’d  not  be  in  the  Power  of  Fortune  to  make  me 

miferable.  .  T 

Val.  If  thou  can  place  any  Confidence  in  V  ows,  I 

know  not  how  to  bind  myfelf  falter  to  you,  than  1  have 
done  already  ;  but  you  have  a  better,  which  is  in  your 
own  Merit.  Believe  me,  Charlotte ,  Men  are  more 
conltant  than  you  imagine.  He  that  marries  for  Mo¬ 
ney,  is  conltant  to  the  Love  of  his  Wife  s  Money.  He 
that  marries  for  Beauty,  is  commonly  conltant  while 
that  Beauty  lalts,  and  a  Love  that’s  fix’d  on  Merit  like 
mine,  will  be  conltant  while  that  endures. 

Chari.  Well,  we  mult  all  run  a  rilk,  believe  me  ;  as  to 
the  Point  of  Fortune,  it  is  the  lealt  ol  my  T.  houghts. 
A  Woman,  who  can  carry  her  Prudence  fo  far  as  that, 
cheats  you  when  Ihe  pretends  to  Love.  Love  reigns 
alone  in  every  Breall  it  inhabits,  and  in  my  Opinion 
makes  us  Amends  lor  the  Abfence  ol  Madam  Prudence , 
and  all  her  Train. 

Val.  Thou  dearelt  Girl,  this  Night  {hall  make  me 
thine. 


I 
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AIR  IX.  Polvoorth  on  the  Green. 

Come,  Charlotte,  let's  be  gay , 

Let's  enjoy  our  [elves  To-day  , 

To-morrow  s  in  the  Hands  of  the  Povjers, 
To-day  alone  is  ours. 

Let  Fools  for  Wealth , 

Spend  Time  and  Health  ; 

While  voe,  more  happy,  try. 

In  each  f oft  Kifs , 

Trarf porting  B  lifts , 

Which  T reafures  ne'er  can  buy . 

Chari.  Let  Age  grave  Leffons  preach, 

'Gain ft  vuhat  Jhe  cannot  reach  ; 

Let  Prudes  condemn ,  vohat  they  efteem. 
All  Fools  our  Joys  impeach. 

Both .  Let  Fools,  &c. 


ACT 
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A  C  T  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


Valentine  and  Company  feated  as  after  Dinner, 


Valentine. 


ALL  in  the  Dancers.  I  hope,  Ladies,  your 


Good-nature  will  make  you  as  kind  to  this  Part 


of  the  Entertainment  as  it  hath  to  the  other. 

Marg.  Je  vous  felicite  de  votre  Gout  ravifTant,  Mon- 
jieur  Valentine ,  mais  allons !  Dancons  nous  mcfmes. 

Val.  My  Father  arriv’d,  fay  you  ? 

Lett.  Yes,  Sir,  and  will  be  here  inftantly. 

Val.  Death  and  Hell!  what  ftiall  I  do,  Leitieef  I 
muft  trufi  to  the  Contrivance  of  thy  Brain,  or  I  am 
■undone. 

Lett.  Well,  I  will  do  the  beft  I  can  for  you ;  in  the 
mean  Time  be  not  chagrin’d,  enjoy  your  Friends,  and 
take  noNotice  of  it.  I  will  lie  perdue  for  him,  and  meet 
him  at  the  Door.  Be  fure  to  keep  dole  Garrifon,  and 
after  I  am  gone  out,  open  the  Doors  to  none. 

Val.  Send  thee  good  Luck,  my  beft  Wench.  Come, 
Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  what  fay  you,  are  you  for 
Cards  or  Hazard  ? 

All.  Flazard,  Hazard. 

Marg.  Hazard  !  ma  Voix  eft  tousjours  pour  Hazard! 


SCENE  II. 


Goodall,  Lcttice,  and  Servant  with  a  Portmanteau. 

Lrood.  1  his  curfed  Stage-Coach  from  Por/fmoutb  hath 
fatigu’d  me  more  than  my  Voyage  from  the  Cafe  of 
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Go nd-hope :  Heaven  be  prais’d,  I  am  once  more  arriv’d 
within  Sight  of  my  own  Doors.  I  cannot  help  think¬ 
ing  how  pleas’d  my  Son  will  be  to  fee  me  return’d  a 
full  Year  looner  than  my  Intention. 


dare  fwear  he  will  die  with  Joy  to  fee  me. 

Lett.  I  believe  he  is  half  dead  already  ;  but  now  for 
you  my  good  Maker.  [J/tde.]  Blefs  me,  what  do  I 
fee  ?  An  Apparition  ? 

Good.  Lettice  ! 

Lett.  Is  it  my  dear  Maker  Goodall  returned,  or  is  it 
the  Devil  in  his  Shape  ?  Is  it  you.  Sir,  is  it  pofitively 
you  yourfelf  ? 

Good.  Even  fo.  How  do  you  do,  Lettice  P 

Lett.  Much  at  your  Honour’s  Service.  I  am  heartily 
glad  to  fee  your  Honour  in  fuch  good  Health.  Why, 
the  Air  of  the  Indies  hath  agreed  vakly  with  you. — In¬ 
deed,  Sir,  you  ought  to  have  kaid  a  little  longer  there 
for  the  Sake  of  your  Health — and  our  Quiet.  [AJide. 

Good.  Well,  but  how  does  my  Son  do  ?  And  how 
hath  he  behav’d  himfelf  in  my  Abfence?  I  hope  he  hath 
;  taken  great  Care  of  my  Affairs. 

Lett.  I’ll  anfwer  for  him,  he  hath  put  your  Affairs 
into  a  Condition  that  will  furprife  you,  take  my  Word 
for  it. 

Good.  I  warrant  you,  he  is  every  Day  in  the  Alley; 
Stocks  have  gone  juk  as  I  imagined,  and  if  he  followed 
my  Advice  he  muk  have  amalfed  a  vak  Sum  of  Money. 

Lett.  Not  a  Farthing,  Sir. 

Good.  How,  how,  how  ! 

Lett.  Sir,  he  hath  paid  it  out  as  fak  as  it  came  in. 

Good.  How  f  - 

Lett.  Put  it  out  I  mean,  Sir,  to  Interek,  to  Intereff, 
Sir;  why,  our  Ho ufe  hath  been  a  perfedl  Fair  ever 
fince  you  went,  People  coming  for  Money  every  Hour 
of  the  Day. 

Good.  That’s  very  well  done,  and  I  long  to  fee  my 
dear  Boy.  [To  Lettice.]  Knock  at  the  Door. 

Lett , 


Lett.  He  would  be  much  more  pleafed  to  hear  you 
were  at  the  Cape  of  Good-hope  yet.  [AJide. 

Good.  1  hope  I  fhall  find  my  poor  Boy  at  Home,  I 
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Lett.  He  is  not  at  home,  Sir and  if  you  have  fuck 
a  Defire  to  fee  him-— - — 

SCENE  III. 

Security,  Goodall,  Lettice. 

See.  Your  Servant,  Mrs.  Lettice. 

Lett.  Your  Servant,  Mr.  Security — Here’s  a  Rogue  of 
a  Ufurer,  who  hath  found  a  very  proper  Time  to  afk 
for  his  Money  in. 

Sec.  Do  you  know,  Mrs.  Lettice,  that  I  am  weary  of 
following  your  Mailer  Day  after  Day  in  this  manner, 
without  finding  him  ;  and  that  if  he  does  not  pay  me 
To-day,  I  (hall  fue  out  an  Execution  diredlly.  A  thou- 
fand  Pounds  are  a  Sum - 

Good.  What,  what,  what’s  this  I  hear  ? 

Lett.  I’ll  explain  it  to  you  by  and  by.  Sir. 

Good.  Does  my  Son  owe  you  a  thoufand  Pounds  ? 

Sec.  Your  Son,  Sir  ! 

Good.  Yes,  Sir,  this  Woman’s  young  Mailer,  who  lives 
at  that  Houfe,  Mr.  Valentine  Goodall  is  my  Son. 

Sec.  Yes,  Sir,  he  does,  and  I  am  very  glad  you  are 
return’d  to  pay  it  me. 

Good.  There  go  two  Words  tho’  to  that  Bargain. 

Lett.  I  believe.  Sir,  you  will  do  it  with  a  great  deal 
of  Joy,  when  you  know  that  his  owing  this  Money  is 
purely  an  EfFeit  of  his  good  Conduct. 

Good.  Good  Conduct  1  Owing  Money  good  Conduit ! 

Lett.  Yes,  Sir,  he  hath  bought  a  Houfe  of  the  Price 
of  two  thoufand  Pounds,  which  every  one  fays  is  w'ortli 
more  than  four,  and  this  he  could  not  have  done  with¬ 
out  borrowing  this  thoufand  Pound.  1  am  fure,  Sir,  I 
and  he,  and  C1  rujly  ran  all  over  the  Town  to  get  the  Mo- 
ney,  that  he  might  not  lofe  fo  good  a  Bargain.  1  be¬ 
lieve  there  will  not  go  many  Words  to  the  Payment  on’t 
n0w.  >  [JJide. 

Good.  I  am  over  joy’d  at  my  Son’s  Behaviour.  —  Sir, 
you  need  give  yourfelf  no  Pain  about  the  Money  ;  re¬ 
turn  1  o-morrow  Morning,  and  you  lhall  receive  it. 

•  Sec. 
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Sec.  Sir,  your  Word  is  fufficient  for  a  much  greater 
Sum,  and  I  am  your  very  humble  Servant.  [Exit, 

Good.  Well,  but  tell  me  a  little,  in  what  Part  of  the 
Town  hath  my  Son  bought  this  Houfe. 

Lett .  In  what  Part  of  the  Town  ? 

Good.  Yes,  there  are,  you  know,  fome  Quarters  bet¬ 
ter  than  others - As  for  Example,  this  here  —  — 

Lett.  Well,  and  it  is  in  this  that  it  Hands. 

Good.  What,  not  the  great  Houfe  yonder,  is  it  > 

Lett.  No,  no,  no,  do  you  fee  that  Houfe  yonder— 
where  the  Windows  feem  to  have  been  juft  clean  d  ? 

Good.  Yes. 

Lett.  It  is  not  that - and  a  little  beyond,  you  fee 

another  very  large  Houfe,  higher  than  any  other  in 
the  Square. 

Good.  I  do.  . 

Lett.  But  it  is  not  that - Take  particular  Notice 

of  the  Houfe  oppofite  to  it,  a  very  handfome  Houfe,  is 

it  not  ?  / 

Good.  Yes,  indeed  is  it. 

Lett.  That  is  not  the  Houfe- - but  you  may  fee  ono 

with  great  Gates  before  it,  almoft  oppofite  to  another 
that  fronts  a  Street,  at  the  End  of  W'hich  Hands  the 
Houfe  which  your  Son  hath  bought- 

Good.  There  is  no  good  Houfe  in  that  Street,  as  I  re¬ 
member,  but  Mrs.  Highmans. 

Lett.  That’s  the  very  Houfe. 

Good.  That  is  a  very  good  Bargain  indeed  ;  but  how 
comes  a  Woman  in  her  Circumftances  to  fell  her  Houfe  ? 

Lett.  It  is  impoflible,  Sir,  to  account  for  Peoples  Ac¬ 
tions  ;  befides,  fhe  is  out  of  her  Senfes. 

Good.  Out  of  her  Senfes ! 

Lett .  Yes,  Sir,  her  Family  hath  taken  out  a  Com- 
miftion  of  Lunacy  againft  her  ;  and  her  Son,  who  is  a. 
moft  abandon’d  Prodigal,  hath  fold  aU  (he  had  for  half 

its  Value. 

Good.  Son  !  why.  Hie  was  not  marry ’d  when  I  went 
away. 

Lett.  No,  Sir  ;  but  to  the  great  Surpnfe  of  every  one, 
and  to  the  great  Scandal  of  all  our  Sex,  there  appear  d 
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all  of  a  fudden  a  very  lufty  young  Fellow,  of  the  Age 
of  Three  and  Twenty,  whom  fhe  own’d  to  have  been 
her  Son,  and  that  his  Father  was  a  Grenadier  in  the 
iirll  Regiment  of  Guards. 

Good.  Oh,  monftrous  ! 

Lett.  Ah,  Sir  !  if  every  Child  in  this  City  knew  his 
own  Father ;  if  Children  were  to  inherit  only  the  Eftates 
of  thofe  who  begot  them,  it  would  caufe  a  great  Confu- 
fion  in  Inheritances. 

A  I  R  X.  Pierof s  Dance. 

Were  all  Womens  Secrets  known, 

Did  each  Father  know  his  own , 

Many  a  Son  now  bred  to  Trade , 

Then  had  Jinn  d  in  rich  Brocade  ; 

Many  Cits 
Had  been  Wits, 

In  Eft  ate,  tho'  not  in  Senfe  ; 

Many  Beaux, 

Birth-Day  Cloaths, 

Had  not  worn  at  Cit's  Expence  : 

F or  did  our  Women,  wife  indeed. 

Contrive  no  way  to  mend  the  Breed, 

Our  Sparks  fuch  pretty  Majlers  grow. 

So  fpruce,  fo  taper,  and  Jo  low  j 
From  Britons  tall. 

Our  Heroes  Jhall 
Be  Lilluputians  all. 

N- 

Good.  Well,  but  I  hand  here  talking  too  long  ;  knock 
at  the  Door. 

Lett.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  [ AJide. 

Good.  You  fcem  in  a  Confirmation !  no  Accident 
hath  happen’d  to  my  Son,  1  hope  ! 

Lett.  No,  Sir,  but - 

(rood.  But !  but  what  ?  Hath  any  one  robb’d  me  in 

my  Abfence  ? 

Lett.  No,  Sir ;  not  abfolutdy  robb’d  vou,  Sir.--  ... 
What  fhall  I  fay  ? _ 


Good 
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Good.  Explain  yourfelf ;  fpeak. 

Leu.  Oh,  Sir  !  I  can  withhold  my  Tears  no  longer. 
~  hntei  not,  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  your  Houfe,  Sir; 
j  >  our  dear  Houfe,  that  you  and  I,  and  mv  poor  young 
Master  lov  d  fo  much,  within  thefe  fix  Months. 

Good.  What  of  my  Houfe,  within  thefe  fix  Months  ? 

Lett .  Hath  been  haunted,  Sir,  with  the  mod  terrible 
Apparitions  that  were  ever  heard  or  beheld  !  you’d 
thmk  the  Devil  himfelf  had  taken  PofTeffion  of  it :  Nay, 
i  believe  he  hath  too  ;  all  the  wild  Noifes  in  the  Uni- 
verle,  the  fqueaking  of  Pigs,  the  grinding  of  Knives, 
the  whetting  of  Saws,  the  whittling  of  Winds,  the 
roaring  or  Seas,  the  hooting  of  Owls,  the  howling  of 
Wolves,  the  braying  of-Att'es,  the  fqualling  of  Children, 
.and  the  icolding  of  Wives,  all  put  together,  make  not 
fo  hideous  a  Concert.  This  I  myfelf  have  heard  ;  nay 
and  I  have  leen  fuch  Sights  !  one  with  about  twenty 
Heads,  and  a  hundred  Eyes  and  Mouths,  and  Nofes 
in  each. 

Good,  Heyday  !  the  Wench  is  mad.  Stand  from  be¬ 
fore  the  Door  !  I’ll  fee  whether  the  Devil  can  keep  me 
out  from  my  own  Houfe.  Haunted  indeed  ! _ 

Lett.  Sir,  I  have  a  Friendfnip  for  you,  and  you  fhall 
not  go  in. 

Good.  How  !  not  go  into  my  own  Houfe  ? 

Lett.  No,  Sir,  not  till  the  Devil  is  driven  out  on’t ; 
there  are  two  Priefts  at  work  upon  him  now.  Hark,  I 
ithink  the  Devils  are  dancing.  Nay,  Sir,  you  may  litten 
yourfelf,  and  get  in  too,  if  you  can.  {Laughing  within. 

Good.  Ha  !  by  all  that’s  gracious,  I  hear  a  Noife. 

Lett.  I  have  nothing  but  his  monftrous  Superttition 
to  rely  on.  {Shriek  within . 

Good.  O  Heavens  ?  what  monttrous  Squalling  is 
that  ? 

Lett.  Why,  Sir,  I  am  furpris’d  you  Ihou’d  think  I 
wou’d  impofe  upon  you.  I  allure  you,  your  Houfe  is 
haunted  by  a  whole  Legion  of  Devils.  Your  whole 
Family  hath  been  driven  out  of  it;  and  this  was  one 
Realon  why  your  Son  bought  Madam  Highman' s  Houfe, 
not  being  able  to  live  any  longer  in  this. 

E 


Good, 
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Good.  I  am  in  a  cold  Sweat  ?  What,  my  Son  left  this  > 
Ho ufe  ! 

Lett.  Oh !  Sir,  I  am  fure,  had  you  known  the  Terrors . 
we  underwent  for  a  whole  Fortnight,  efpecially  poor  I, 
Sir,  who  lay  every  Night  frighten’d  with  the  Sight  of 
the  moil  monilrous  large  Things,  fearing  every  Minute 
what  they  would  do  to  me - 

Good.  Can  all  this  be  true,  or  are  you  impofing  on 
me  ?  I  have  indeed  heard  of  fuch  Things  as  Appari¬ 
tions,  on  juil  Caufes,  and  believe  in  them  ;  but  why  they 
ihou’d  haunt  my  Honfe,  I  can’t  imagine. 

Lett.  Why,  Sir,  they  tell  me,  before  you  bought  the 
Koufe,  there  was  a  Murder  committed  in  it. 

Good.  I  muil  inquire  into  all  theie  Things  :  But,  in 
the  mean  time,  I  mull  fend  this  Portmanteau  to  my 
Son’s  new  Houfe. 

Lett.  No,  Sir,  that’s  a  little  improper  at  prefent. 

Good.  What,  is  that  Houfe  haunted  !  Hath  the  Devil 
taken  Pofl'dlion  of  that  Houfe  too  ? 

Lett.  No,  Sir,  but  Madam  Higbman  hath  not  yet: 
quitted  Poflelhon  of  it.  I  told  you  before.  Sir,  that  ihe 
was  out  of  her  Senfes  ;  and  if  any  one  does  but  men¬ 
tion  the  Sale  of  her  Houfe  to  her,  it  throws  her  into 
the  moil  violent  Convulfions. 

Good.  Well,  well,  I  fhall  know  how  to  humour  her: 
Madnefs. 

Lett.  I  wifh,  Sir,  for  a  Day  or  two - . 

Good.  You  throw  me  out  of  all  manner  of  Patience  : 

I  am  refolv’d  1  will  go  thither  this  Inllant. 

^  Lett.  Here  fhe  is  herfelf ;  but  pray  remember  the1 
Condition  lhe  is  in,  and  don’t  do  any  Thing  to  cha- 
.  grin  her. 

SCENE  IV. 

j  .ettice,  Goodall,  Mrs.  Highman. 

•c.' -c  j  'igh.  hat  do  I  fee  !  Mr.  Goodall  return’d  ? 

^v/.  Yes,  Madam,  it  is  him;  but  alas!  he’s  not 
'  '  ^  s  dillradled  ;  his  Lodes  in  his  Voyage 

have 
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iave  turn'd  his  Brain,  and  he  is  become  a  downright 

Lunatick.  , ,  _  , .  f 

Mrs.  High.  I  am  heartily  concern  d  for  his  Mislor- 

tune.  Poor  Gentleman  ! 

Lett.  If  he  fhou’d  fpeak  to  you  by  Chance,  have  no 
Regard  to  what  he  fays  ;  we  are  going  to  fhut  him  up 

in  a  Mad-houfe  with  all  Expedition.  . 

Mrs.  High.  [. Afide. ]  He  hath  a  ftrange  wand  ring  in 

his  Countenance.  .  ,  ,,  ,  ct 

Good.  \_  Afide.']  How  milerably  Ihe  is  alter  d  .  She 

hath  a  terrible  Look  with  her  Eyes. 

Mrs .  High.  Mr.  Goodall,  your  very  humble  Servant. 

I  am  glad  "to  fee  you  return’d,  tho’  I  am  forry  ror  your 

Misfortune.  TI 

Good.  I  mull;  have  Patience,  and  truft  in  Heaven,  and 
in  the  Power  of  the  Priefts,  who  are  now  endeavouring 
to  lay  thefe  wicked  Spirits,  with  which  my  Houle  is 

hWMrdHizb.  His  Houfe  haunted  !  poor  Man  !  but  I 
mull  not  contradict  him,  that  wou  d  make  him  wor  e. 

Good.  In  the  mean  time,  Mrs.  Highman,  1  ihou  d  be 
oblig’d  to  you,  if  you  wou’d  let  me  order  my  Portman- 

teau  to  your  Houle.  .  ,  T  j  r 

Mrs.  High.  My  Houfe  is  at  your  Service,  and  1  delire 

vou  wou  d  ufe  it  in  the  fame  manner  as  your  own. 

Good.  I  wou’d  not.  Madam,  on  any  Account  mfu.t 

your  unfortunate  Condition. - Lett  ice,  this  Lady  does 

not  carry  any  Marks  of  Madnefs  about  her.  ; 

Lett.  She  hath  fome  lucid  Intervals,  Sir,  b ut  hei  Fit 

will  foon  return.  r.  iy/r 

Good.  I  am  extremely  forry  for  your  Misfortune,  Mrs. 

Hiehmon,  which  inde.d,  had  I  not  been  fo  well  affurd 
of  I  cou’d  not  have  believ’d  :  But  1  have  Known  fome 
in’your  Way,  who,  during  the  Intervals  of  their  fits, 
have  talk’d'  very  reafonably  ;  therefore  give  me  Leave 
to  a(k  you  the  Caufe  of  your  Phrenfy ;  for  I  much  quef- 
.  tion,  whether  this  Commiffion  ot  Lunacy,  that  has  been 
taken  out  againil  you,  be  not  without  fufficient  1  roof. 
Mrs.  Hid.  A  CommiiTion  of  Lunacy  againil  me  .  me  . 

■  end.  Lettice,  I  fee  Ihe  isworfe  than  I  imagined.  ^ 
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Mn  High.  However,  if  you  are  nor  more  mifohie- 
vous  than  you  at  prefent  feem,  I  think  it  is  wrong  in 
them  to  confine  you  in  a  Madhoufe  6 

Good.  Confine  me  !  Ha  ha,  ha  !  This  is  turning  the 
Tables  upon  me,  indeed  !  But,  Mrs.  Highman,  I  wou'd 
not  have  you  be  uneafy  that  your  Houle  is  fold  ;  at 
eaft,  it  is  better  for  you  that  my  Son  hath  bought  it 
dian  another ,  for  you  ftall  have  an  Apartment  in  k 
fill!,  in  the  fame  manner  as  if  it  was  dill  y0ur  own  and 
you  were  in  your  Senfes.  ;  ’  a 

t/AV  W2S  m  in  ”* 

didraaed  Wretch  and  ought  to  hafe  tnTpa^n^m 

a  dark  Room,  and  clean  Straw.  * 

Good,  Since  you  come  to  that,  Madam  T  fhoii  n, 
you  the  neared  Way  out  of  boors 
Warning  to  take  away  your  Things  for  J  Liui/  J 
the  Rooms  with  Goods  within  thefe  few  Days.  1  & 

scene  y. 

lettice,  Goodall,  Mrs  Highman,  Slap,  Condable, 

ana  Sljjijtants . 

fl'  Ww-  thC,D°J0r-  Mr-  Condable. 

Co,, ft  O  at  S  k°  rf  l  0"e  B0W>  1  wonder  > 
breaktt  opS"  D°°r’ in  the  Ki"S's  or  T  fhall 

DeVil’S  Name  ?  A"<* 

1  1  -  - 

Peace  ?  "  S  ’  Slr  ?  Are  you  a  Judice  of 

<*7*  Sir,  and 
ill  this  Houfe,  for  Two  h'Sa  (j0?Jal1'  who  lives 
have  refeu’d  him  and  I  ^  “ds *  his  Servants 
Kefcue.  ’  "d  1  havc  a  June’s  Warrant  for  the 

Good.  What  do  I  hear  f  R  „  ,  . 

r '  Bllt  harkee.  Friend,  that 

Houfe 
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Houfe  that  you  are  going  to  break  open  is  haunted  * 
and  there  is  no  one  in  it,  but  a  Couple  of  Prielts  who 
are  laying  the  Devil. 

Slap.  I  warrant  you,  I  lay  the  Devil  better  than  all 
the  Priefts  in  Europe.  Come,  Mr.  Ccufiable,  do  your 

°f  have  no  Time  t0  lo,e'  Sir>  I  have  feveral 
other  Writs  to  execute  before  Night. 

Let!’}.  have  defended  my  Pafs  as  long  as  I  can,  and 
now  I  think  it  is  no  Cowardife  to  heal  off.  [Exit. 


SCENE  VI. 

Colonel  Bluff,  Monfieur  la  Marquefs,  Slap,  Goodall 

Conftable. 

Co/.  What,  in  the  Devil’s  Name,  is  the  Meaning  of 
this  Riot?  What*  is  the  Reafon,  Scoundrels,  that  you 
dare  diltuib  Gentlemen  who  are  getting  as  drunk  as 

Slap.  Sir,  we  have  Authority  for  what  we  do. 

Col  Damn  your  Authority,  Sir!  if  you  don’t  go  a- 
bout  your  Buhnets,  I  lhall  Ihew  you  my  Authority,  and 
fend  you  all  to  the  Devil.  7 

Slap.  It  is  he  !  I  have  a  Warrant  again!!  him  too  :  I 
wiih  it  was  in  my  Pocket. 

Conjl.  Mi.  Slap ,  fhall  we  knock  him  down  ? 

Siap.  Sir,  I  defire  you  wou’d  give  us  Leave  to  enter 
the  Houfe,  and  feize  our  Prifoner. 

Col.  Not  I,  upon  my  Honour,  Sir. 

Monf.  Que  veut  due  cette  Bruit  quelle  vilain  An»Iois » 
quelle  poufcon  ventre  bleu  !  allons !  Monfieur  le  Colo¬ 
nel  !  allons  !  frappons  I 

Slap.  If  you  oppofe  us  any  longer,  I  fhall  proceed  to 
Force. 

Col.  If  you  love  Force,  I’ll  fhew  you  the  Way,  you 
Vogs.  [Col.  drives  them  off. 

Good.  I  fnd  l  am  diltrafted,  I  am  Hark  raving  mad, 
lam  undone,  ruin’d  !  cheated,  impos’d  on  !  butpleafe 
Heaven  I’ll  go  fee  what’s  in  my  Houfe. 

Col.  Hold,  Sir,  you  mull  not  enter  here. 

Good, 
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Good .  Not  enter  into  my  own  Houfe,  Sir. 

Col.  No  Sir,  if  it  be  yours,  you  mull  not  come  within  it. 

Monf.  II  ne  faut  pas  entrer  ici. 

Good.  Gentlemen,  I  only  beg  to  fpeak  with  the  Maf- 
ter  of  the  Houfe. 

Col.  Sir,  the  Maher  of  the  Houfe  defires  to  fpeak 
with  no  fuch  Fellows  as  you  are  ;  you  are  not  fit  Com¬ 
pany  for  any  of  the  Gentlemen  in  this  Houfe. 

Good.  Sir,  the  Maher  of  this  Houfe  is  my  Son. 

Col  Sir,  your  moh  obedient  humble  Servant ;  I  am 
overjoy’d  to  fee  you  return’d ;  give  me  leave,  Sir,  to 
introduce  you  to  this  Gentleman  :  Monfieur  le  Mar¬ 
quis  Quelque  Chofe,  le  Perre  de  Monfieur  Valentine. 

Monf.  Ah,  Monfieur  que  je  fuis  ravi  de  vous  voir. 

Good.  Gentlemen,  your  moh  obedient  humble  Servant. 

Col .  Give  me  Leave  to  tell  you,  Sir,  you  have  the 
Honour  of  being  Father  to  one  of  the  fineh  Gentlemen 
of  the  Age  :  A  Man  fo  accomplifh’d,  fo  well  bred,  and 
fo  generous,  that  I  believe  he  never  wou’d  part  with  a 
Gueh  while  he  had  a  Shilling  in  his  Pocket,  nor  in¬ 
deed  while  he  cou’d  borrow  one. 

.  Good.  I  believe  it  indeed,  Sir  ;  therefore  you  can’t 
wonder  if  I  am  impatient  to  fee  him. 

Col.  Be  not  in  fuch  Hahe,  dear  Sir  ;  I  want  to  talk 
with  you  about  your  Affairs :  1  hope  you  have  had  good 
Succefs  in  the  Indies  ;  have  cheated  the  Company  hand- 
fomely,  and  made  an  immenfe  Fortune. 

Good.  I  have  no  Reafon  to  complain. 

Col.  I  am  glad  on’t,  Sir,  and  fo  will  your  Son,  I  dare 
Swear  ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  be  very  opportune, 
he  began  to  want  it.  You  can’t  imagine,  Sir,  what  a 
fine  Life  he  has  led  fince  you  went  away  :  It  wou’d  do 
your  Heart  good,  if  you  was  but  to  know  what  an  E- 
quipage  he  has  kept,  what  Balls  and  Entertainments  he 
has  made  :  He  is  the  Talk  of  the  whole  Town,  Sir  ; 
a  Man  wou’d  work  with  Pleafure  for  fuch  a  Son  :  He 
is  a  fellow  with  a  Soul,  damn  me  !  Your  Fortune  won’t 
be  thrown  away  upon  him,  for,  get  as  much  as  you 
you  pleafe,  my  Life  he  Spends  every  Farthing. 

Good.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  let  me  fee  this  Miracle  of  a 
Son  of  mine.  Col. 
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Col.  That  you  Ihou’d,  Sir,  long  ago,  but  really,  Sir, 
the  Houfe  is  a  little  out  of  Order  at  prefent,  there  is  but 
one  Room  furnifh’d  in  it ;  and  that  is  fo  full  of  Compa¬ 
ny,  that  1  am  afraid  there  wou’d  be  a  fmall  Deficiency 
of  Chairs.  You  can’t  imagine.  Sir,  how  opportune 
you  are  come  ;  there  was  not  any  one  Thing  left  in  the 
Houfe  to  raife  any  Money  upon. 

Good.  What  ?  all  my  Pictures  gone  ! 

Col.  He  fold  them  firffc ;  Sir,  he  was  oblig’d  to  fell 
them  for  the  Delicacy  of  his  Take  :  He  certainly  is  the 
modelled:  young  Fellow  in  the  World,  and  has  com¬ 
plain’d  to  me  a  hundred  times  of  the  indecent  Liberty 
Painters  take  in  expofing  the  Breaks  and  Limbs  of  Wo¬ 
men  ;  you  had  indeed.  Sir,  a  very  fcandalous  Collection, 
and  he  was  never  eafy  while  they  were  in  the  Houfe. 

SCENE  VII. 

Valentine,  Colonel,  Goodall,  Monfieur. 

Val.  My  Father  return’d  :  Oh,  let  me  throw  myfelf 
at  his  Feet ;  and  believe  me,  Sir,  I  am  at  once  over¬ 
joy’d  and  alham’d  to  fee  your  Face. 

Col.  I  told  you.  Sir,  he  was  one  of  the  modefieH 
young  FellQws  in  England. 

Good.  You  may  very  well  be  alham’d  ;  but  come,  let 
me  fee  the  Infide  of  my  Houfe  :  Let  me  fee  that  both 
Sides  of  my  Walls  are  Handing. 

Val.  Sir,  I  have  a  great  deal  of  Company  within,  of 
the  firlt  Falhion,  and  beg  you  wou’d  not  expofe  me  be¬ 
fore  them. 

Good.  Oh,  Sir  !  I  am  their  very  humble  Servant ;  I 
am  infinitely  oblig’d  to  all  the  Perfons  of  Falhion,  that 
they  will  fo  generouily  condefcend  to  eat  a  poor  Citi¬ 
zen  out  of  Houfe  and  Home. 

Col.  Harkye,  Valt  lhall  we  tofs  this  old  Fellow  in  a 
Blanket  ? 

Val.  Sir,  I  trull  in  your  Good-nature  and  Forgive* 
nefs  ;  and  will  wait  on  you  in. 

Good.  Oh,  that  ever  I  Ihou’d  live  to  fee  this  Day ! 

Mon/,  Pardieu  voila  Homme  extraordinaire.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VIII.  A  Dining-Room, 

Lord  Pride,  Lord  PufF,  £5  c. 

L.  Pride.  I  told  you,  my  Lord,  it  would  never  hold 
long  ;  when  once  the  Chariot  difappear’d,  I  thought 
the  Matter  wou’d  foon  follow. 

L.  Puff.  I  help'd  him  on  with  a  fmall  Lift,  the  other 
Day,  at  Piquet. 

L.  Pride.  Did  you  do  any  thing  confiderable  ? 

L.  Puff.  A  mere  Trifle,  iny  Lord  :  It  wou’d  not  havfc 
been  worth  mentioning,  if  it  had  been  of  any  other  ; 
but  I  fancy,  in  his  prelent  Circumflances,  it  cut  pretty 
deep. 

L.  Pride.  Damn  me  1  there’s  a  Pleafure  in  ruining 
thefe  little  mechanical  Rafcals,  when  they  prefume  to 
rival  the  extravagant  Expences  of  us  Men  of  Quality. 

L.  Puff  That  ever  fuch  Plebeian  Scoundrels,  who 
are  oblig’d  to  pay  their  Debts,  Ihould  prefume  to  en¬ 
gage  with  us  Men  of  Quality,  who  are  not ! 

SCENE  IX. 

Goodall,  Valentine,  Charlotte,  Colonel,  Monfieur, 
Lord  Pride,  Lord  Puff,  £f ic. 

Vat  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  my  Father  being  juft 
arriv’d  from  the  Indus,  defires  to  make  one  of  this  a0od 
Company.  b 

Good.  My  good  Lords  (that  I  may  affront  none,  by 
calling  him  beneath  his  Title)  I  am  highly  fenfible  of 
the  great  Honour  you  do  myfelf  and  my  Son,  by  filling 
iny  poor  Houfe  with  your  noble  Perfons,  and  your  no¬ 
ble  Perfons  with  my  poor  Wine  and  Provifions.  I  dare 
iwear  you  have  been  all  highly  inftrumental  in  the  Ex- 
«"*&***  my  Son  ;  for  which  I  am  very  much 
o  igd  to  you,  and  humbly  hope  that  I  lhall  never 
lee  him,  or  any  of  your  Faces  again. 

L.  Pride . 
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L  ,  Pride.  Brother  Puff,  what  does  the  Fellow  mean  ? 

L.Puff'.  Curfe  me,  if  I  know. 

Good.  I  am  very  glad  that  my  Son  hath  ruin’d  him- 
felf  in  fo  good  a  Company ;  that  when  I  difinherit  him, 
he  can’t  fail  of  being  provided  for.  I  promife  myfelf 
that  your  Intereft  will  help  him  to  Places  and  Prefer¬ 
ments  in  Abundance. 

L.  Pride.  Sir,  any  thing  in  my  Power,  he  may  al¬ 
ways  command. 

L.  Puff.  Or  mine. 

L.  Pride.  But  let  me  whifper  a  Word  in  your  Ear. — 
Your  Son  is' a  very  extravagant  fellow. 

Good.  That’s  very  true.  Sir;  but  I  hope  that  you  will 
confider  that  you  have  abided  him  in  it  ;  and  therefore 
will  help  his  Neceifities  with  a  Brace  of  Thoufands. 

L.  Pride.  I  don’t  underhand  you,  Sir. 

Good.  Why  then.  Sir,  that  you  may  underhand  me, 
I  mud  tell  you  in  plain  Words,  that  he  owes  his  Ruin 
to  entertaining  fuch  fine  Gentlemen  as  yourfelf. 

L.  Pride.  Me,  Sir!  Rat  me!  I  would  have  you 
know,  I  think  I  do  you  too  much  Honour  in  entering 
into  your  Doors  :  But  I  am  glad  you  have  taught  me  at 
what  Diftance  to  keep  fuch  Mechanicks  for  the  future  : 
Come,  Puff,  let’s  to  the  Opera.  I  fee,  if  a  Man  hath 
not  good  Blood  in  his  Veins,  Riches  won’t  teach  him  to 
behave  like  a  Gentleman. 

L.  Puff.  Cannille  !  [ Exeunt  L.  Pride  and  L.  Puff. 

Good.  S’bodlikins  !  I  am  in  a  Rage  ;  that  ever  a  Fel¬ 
low  fiiou’d  upbraid  me  with  good  Blood  in  his  Vein?, 
when,  Odfheart !  the  bed  Blood  in  his  Veins  hath  run 
thro’  my  Betties. 

1  Lady.  My  Lord  Pride,  and  my  Lord  Puff \  gone  ! 
Come,  my  Dear,  the  Afiembly  is  broke  up ;  let  us 
make  Hafte  away,  or  we  lhall  be  too  late  for  any 
other. 

2  Lady.  With  all  my  Heart,  for  I  am  heartily  fick  of 
this. 

3  Lady.  Come,  come,  come  ;  away,  away  ! 

[  Exeunt  Ladies. 

dlapd.  Allons,  quittons  1e  Bourgion. 

F  '  Col. 


42  The  Intriguing  Chambermaid. 

Col  Sir  you  are  a  Scrub  ;  and  if  I  had  not  a  Friend- 
fhio  for  your  Son,  I’d  ihew  you  how  you  ought  to  treat 
People  of  Fafhion.  [Exeunt  Col .  and  Mon  leur. 

Chari  Poor  Valentine  !  how  tenderly  I  feel  his  Mil- 

^GqoT.  Why  don't  you  follow  your  Companions,  Sir  ? 

Val  Ah  »  Sir,  I  am  fo  fenfible  of  what  I  have  done, 
that  I  could  fly  into  a  Defart  from  the  Apprehenfions 
of  your  juft  Wrath;  nay,  I  will,  unlefs  you  can  for- 

^ Good.  Who  are  you,  Madam,  that  ftay  behind  the 
reft  of  your  Company  ?  There  is  no  more  Mifchief  to 
be  done  here,  fo  there  is  no  more  Eufinefs  for  a  fine 


Lady. 

Chari  Sir,  I  ftay  to  intreat  you  to  forgive  your  poor 
unhappy  Son,  who  will  otherwife  fink  under  the 

Weight  of  your  Difpleafure. 

Good.  Ah,  Madam,  if  that  be  all  the  Eufinefs,  you 
may  leave  this  Houfe  as  foon  as  you  pleafe  ;  for  him  I 
am  determined  to  turn  diredlly  out  on’t. 

Chari  Then,  Sir,  I  am  determined  to  go  with  him. 
Be  comforted,  Valentine ,  I  have  fome  Fortune  which  my 
Aunt  cannot  prevent  me  from,  and  it  will  make  us 
happy,  for  a  while  at  lead;  and  I  prefer  a  Year,  a 
Month,  a  Day,  with  the  Man  I  love,  to  a  whole  ftupid 
Age  without  him. 

Val.  O,  my  dear  Love  !  and  I  prefer  an  Hour  with 
thee,  to  all  that  Heaven  can  give  me.  Oh  !  I  am  lo 
bleft,  that  Fortune  cannot  make  me  miferable. 


AIR  XI.  The  Lafs  of  Patie's  Mill. 


Thus  when  the  Tempcfl  high. 

Roars  dreadful from  above , 

The  eonfavt  Turtles  fly 
Together  to  the  Grove  : 

o 

Each  f  reads  its  tender  Wings , 

And  hovers  o'er  its  Mate  ; 

They  kifsy  they  cooe>  and flng> 

And  love  in  Spite  of  Pate. 

AIR 
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AIR  XII. 

* 

My  tender  Heart  me  long  beguil'd) 

I  now  firjl  my  PaJJions  prone  d  ; 

Had  Fortune  on  you  emer  fail'd, 

Pd  known  not  bow  1  lo-v'd. 

Bafe  PaJJions ,  like  bafe  Metals ,  coldy 
With  true  may  Jeem  the  fame ; 

But  would  you  know  true  Lome  and  Gold, 

Still  try  the?n  in  the  Flame . 

SCENE  X. 

Goodall,Valentlne,  Charlotte,  Oldcallle,  Mrs.  Highman. 

Old.  Here,  Madam,  now  you  may  trull  your  own 
Eyes,  if  you  won’t  believe  mine. 

Mrs.  High.  What  do  I  fee  ?  My  Neice  in  the  very 
Arms  of  her  Betrayer,  and  his  Father  an  Abettor  of  the 

Injuftice  ! - Sir,  give  me  Leave  to  tell  you,  your 

Madnefs  is  a  poor  Excufe  for  this  Behaviour. 

Good.  Madam,  I  alk  your  Pardon  for  what  I  faid  to 
you  To-day.  I  was  impos’d  on  by  a  vile  Wretch,  who, 
I  dare  fwear,  mifreprefented  each  of  us  to  the  other.  I 
allure  you,  I  am  not  mad,  nor  do  I  helieve  you  fo. 

Mrs.  High.  Thou  vile  Wretch,  thou  Dishonour  of  thy 
Family  !  How  doll  thou  dare  to  appear  before  my 
Face  ? 

Chari.  Madam,  I  have  done  nothing  to  be  afham’d 
of ;  and  I  dare  appear  before  any  one’s  Face. 

Good.  Is  this  young  Lady  a  Relation  of  yours  ? 

Mrs.  High.  She  was,  before  your  Son  had  accom- 
plilh’d  his  bafe  Hefigns  on  her. 

Chari.  Madam,  you  injure  him  ;  his  Deligns  on  me 
have  been  Hill  honourable,  nor  hath  he  faid  any  thing 
which  the  moll  virtuous  Ears  might  not  have  heard. 

Val.  To-morrow  lhall  lilence  your  Sufpicions  on  that 
Head. 

Mrs.  High.  What,  Mr,  Goodall,  do  you  forgive  your 
Son’s  Extravagance  ?  "  Good. 
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Good.  Is  this  Lady  your  Heirefs  ? 
jl/rj.  I  once  intended  her  fo. 

Good.  Why  then.  Madam,  I  like  her  generous  Paf- 
Lon  for  my  Son  fo  much,  that  if  you  will  give  her  a 
Fortune  equal  to  what  I  lhall  fettle  on  him,  I  lhall  not 
prevent  their  Happinefs. 

Mrs.  High.  Won’t  you  ?  And  I  fee  (he  is  fo  intirely 
his,  in  her  Heart,  that  fince  he  hath  not  dared  to  think 
dilhonourably  of  her,  I  lhall  do  all  in  my  Power  to 
make  it  a  Bargain. 

Val.  Eternal  Bleffings  on  you  both  !  Now,  my  Char¬ 
lotte ,  I  am  blefs’d  indeed. 


Old.  And  pray.  Madam,  what’s  to  become  of  me  ? 

Mrs.  High.  I  hat,  Sir,  I  cannot  polfibly  tell;  you 
know  I  was  your  Friend  ;  but  my  Neice  thought  ht  to 
difpofe  of  herfelf  another  Way. 

Old.  Your  Neice  has  behav’d  like  a - Bodikins  l 

I  am  in  a  Paflion  ;  and  for  her  Sake,  I’ll  never  make 
Love  to  any  Woman  again,  I  am  refolv’d.  [Ex.  in  a  Pet. 

Mrs.  High.  No  imprudent  Refolution. 

Good.  1  hope,  Valentine,  you  will  make  the  only  Re¬ 
turn  in  your  Power  to  my  paternal  Tendernefs  in  for. 
giving  you  ;  and  let  the  Milery  you  fo  narrowly 
C:cap  d,  from  your  former  Extravagancies,  be  a  Warn¬ 
ing  to  you  for  the  future. 

Val.  Sir,  was  my  Gratitude  to  your  great  Goodnefs 
infufficient  to  reclaim  me,  I  am  in  no  Hanger  of  en- 

gaging  in  any  Vice,  whereby  this  Lady  might  be  a 
Sufferer. 


Single,  I’d  fuffer  Fate’s  fevered  Dart 
Unmov  d  ;  but  who  can  bear  the  double  Smart, 
Vv  hen  Sorrow  preys  upon  the  fair  One’s  Heart. 


